412                     BOTHWELL               [ACT iv.

To flee for ever with uncleansed red hands

And seek and find not where in the waste world

To hide the wicked writing on his brow

Till God rain death upon him ? for his foot,

Be sure, shall find no rest, his eye no sleep,

His head no covert and his heart no hope,

His soul no harbour and his face no light,

But as a hound the wolf that bleeds to death

God's wrath shall hunt him through the dark, and fear

Shall go before him as a cloud by day,

By night a fire, but comfort not his head

By day with shadow, nor with shine by night

Guide lest his foot be dashed against a stone.

But in fair heaven befoie the morning's face

Make his air thick with thunder, and put out

All lamplike eyes of stars that look on him

Till he lie down blind in the dust and die.

Or if God haply give his lightnings charge

They hurt him not, and bid his wind pass by

And the stroke spare him of the bolted cloud,

Then seeing himself cast out of all that live

But not of death accepted, everywhere

An alien soul and shelterless from God,

He shall go mad with hate of his own soul,

Of God and man and life and death, and live

A loathlier life and deadlier than the worm's

That feeds on death, and when it rots from him

Curse God and die.    Such end have these that loved ,*

And she that was beloved, what end shall she ?

What think ye yet would God have done with her,